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Dear Gene, 

| love you, you know that? | know | can never be Shannon, but just answer this for me. Who do you come to 
when girls are out of your reach? Me. That's right. You come to me. Who did you run to when Sophie got into 
that accident that nearly killed her? Not her mother, but I'm close to it. 


How would you cope without me? Gene, | don't think you'd make it without me. I'm the only person in the world 
who knows you. Remember that night in New York, when you told me that you loved me and you wanted to be 
with me? It was right after Cher broke up with you. You were my first; my first love and my first lover. 


| can't believe you could do this to me. You don't know how fucking used | feel. | knew you were a fucking 
selfish asshole, but not like this. Gene, I'll see what you say after you get this. 
Love, 


Stanley Eisen 


PS. | will love you until my dying day. 


Paul folded the note and addressed it to its receiver. All he could do was remember what had happened the 
right before. 


Ea aia aa mi mia a ala aia aa mla sia a mla mia ala sla mia aa mla EEE EEE aba ala mia aa mla mla mia ala mla aa sla mla mia ala aba aa sla mia a ala mla aia mla mia a mla ala aa ala mia a mla mia EE ET 


"Paul, we're nothing more then friends. Well, friends with benefits" Gene pulled up his jeans and looked at the 


man on his knees in front of him. 

Paul wiped the back of is hand across his mouth. "What are you trying to say?" 

"Paul, we're guys. You cant love me. What about our women?" Gene sat down on the edge of the coffee table. 
"Forget about them. We can run away and get married-" 

"Listen to your-fucking-selfl We can't do that!" 


"Why not?" Paul put his head on Gene's knee and wrapped is arms around his leg. Turning his head, Paul placed 
a gentle kiss on Gene's knee and got up. Sitting beside him, Paul said, "I love you and you love me, right?" 


‘Correction, you love me. I'm only fucking you to pass the time away. | love my family." Gene stood up and 
walked over to the door. Not bothering to look at him, Gene said, "I'm sorry, Paul. | don't love you at all. | love 


Shannon and the kids with all of my heart. There's no room for you." With that, he left. 


Ea aia aa mia mia a mla aia aa mia aia a mla aia ala mla mia a mla EEE EEE EEF EEE EF EEE aia ala ala aa mla mia a ala mla aia mla mia a mla ala aa ala EEE EET 


Paul wiped the lonely tear that rolled down his cheek. Never had he felt so alone. He looked at the stuff he had 
on the table in front of him. The letter leaned against a glass of water. A bullet sat next to a small hand gun. 
Paul admired the intricate designs on the weapon. Stars covered the little pearl handle and his name was 


scribble down the barrel. It was a pretty design for a special occasion like this. 


One lonely bullet for one lonely man. 


